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astronomer was not quite so self-sacrificing as it might be.
I bad but short time for thought, for my reflections were
interrupted speedily by the entrance of the knight to whom
belonged this beautiful estate. Sir James, I should think,
is over fifty, rather short and sufficiently stout to be thor-
oughly English, with a broad face, large features, expanded
forehead, upon whose smooth surface the fingers of care
and mental toil have not yet left any traces. There is in
the expression of his honest countenance an amount of
good-humor and frank, open hospitality, which, to say the
least, must be peculiarly charming to all who visit him as
unceremoniously as I did.

He advanced to meet me, and giving me a hearty shake
of the hand, stopped me short in the apologies I had com-
menced for thus intruding myself, a stranger, and without
even a line to insure him against imposture.

" Your object," said the knight, " is a sufficient letter of
introduction, and now, sir, I know exactly what you want,
so please follow me to the observatory." The day was
spent in examining and discussing the various plans for an
observatory and the different modes of mounting the in-
struments. One apartment was examined after another,
until finally we reached a large room surmounted by a
dome of great size and of an expensive construction, while
fragments of the framework for mounting a great equato-
rial were scattered round.

" Here, sir," exclaimed Sir James, " yon behold the
wreck of all my hopes. Here I have expended thousands,
and flattered myself that I was soon to possess the finest
instrument in Europe ; but it is all over, and there 's ail
end."

I remarked that the object-glass was still in his posses-
sion and might yet be mounted so as to realize his hopes
and expectations.

" No," said Sir James. " Strove has reaped the golden
harvest among the double stars, and there is little now for
me to hope or expect."

It would be difficult to appreciate the feelings which at
that moment were sweeping through the mind of theards the village, and thought that the life of an. Having reached the centre of
